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was quickly developing that passion, afterwards
to be so strong in her and so irritatincr to her
acquaintances, of hating to ivastc a single moment!
Her restless energy was, later, never to leave her
for an instant alone. They were a waste of time,
these stupid hours when they all lay about,
dribbling and drabbling, with the moon high, the
wind fresh, blowing the stars about the sky. She
might as well be in her bed, which was where,
indeed, she would be had she remained at I Hdale.

Her little bright eyes searched the room. She
saw one thing> that the French lady was absorbed
by Mr, Drayton, who had sung * Beaut\ Bathing/
He was a good-looking man, Mr, Draymn, slender
and straight, with yellow hair like a bht/inf* camiio,
and he wore a beautiful Howered waistcoat. There
were gold buckles on his shoes* The French
lady liked him, that was plain* They stood, the
handsome pair of them, gravely by the window,
away from the Jitter* noise and mess; quite
suddenly Mr* Drayton took the French iady's
hand, Now was the time, then, for Judith to
speak to the little French boy*

She stepped off her chair and, followed by the
spaniel, came round to where the French boy was
sitting. She touched his shoulder, He turned
round and smiled at her.

4 Come out/ she said.

He came at once, making a last grab at a hand-
ful of raisins before he went. They ran hand in
hand, as though they had known one another for
ages, into the dark hail, where the fire was blaming,
and the dogs, as though they owned the house and